THOUGHTS AND  FANCIES
warm enervating wind, something like the
" fohn" she had known when ski-ing, and
surely the belt of sand on which she sat seemed
strangely narrow. What, after five already !,
She must have slept for a good two hours.
And then she saw she was not alone. There
was another woman coming towards her from
the opposite direction, a pretty young woman
with a darling little girl. " Oh," inquired the
stranger, " can you tell me where we can find
a path up r We have been out longer than we
thought, and we can't get back the way we came.
And, well, we can't swim, and I don't quite
like it.'5
" It's the same with me," said Milly. " I've
been asleep and didn't know how late it was.
Stop a minute, let me think. We'll find a way
somewhere."
She looked right and left at the encroaching
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waves, the narrowing sands, the beetling clifis.
The woman had said there was no way forward,
and she herself was clear that there was no way
back ; she could see the breakers high upon the
rocks at a distant point they would have to
round. But was there not a track up some-
where? No, she remembered distinctly there
was nothing, nothing at all between the places,
from which she and die others had started. But
then there must surely be some ledge or some-
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